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A CIGARETTE FROM JAVA. 


Comeb22 in ®nt ^ct. . 

Performed for the First Time at the Boston Museum, 
Oct. 13, 1879. 


Digitized by Google 



CHARACTERS. 


Maurice de Freuil 

Middelboukg 

Du Mousquet » 

Alphonse 

Rbqika Van Ruremondk .. 
•Tch£rita 


.. Mr. B. R. Graham. 
.Mr. Alfred Hudson. ! 
Mr. Geo. W. Wilson. 
...Mr. F. £. Shahnon. 
...Miss Annie Clarke. 
Miss Sadie Martikot 


* Complexion ellghtly stained ; Oriental costume. 


Scene — Paris at the preseot day. 


PROPERTY PLOT. 

Narglle ; Silver Salver, with Sliver Sugar-bowl, Sugar Spoon, 
and two Glasses partly filled with Water, ready, l. u. e. ; three I 
Costume Plates for Maurice ; a Costume Pencil Sketch ready, h ; ( 
a Smoker’s Tray, with Cigarettes, Matches, Wax Taper, etc., on 
mantel-piece. 
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A CIGARETTE FROM JAVA 


Scene. — Sulon in Mme. Van Ruremonde’s apartment in Paris. 

Oriental furniture and decorations. At back C., doors open into 

anteroom. Door, L. 2d entrance. Fireplace, u. 2d entrance. 

Divan, c. Pile of cushions, l. front. Small table near fire- 
place. Small vase with cigarettes on mantel-piece, 

'Scni.KTtii., reclining on cushions, front, and smoking a nargile. 

Enter Alpuonse, c. l. 

Alphonse. Monsieur Maurice de Preuil. [ Q)C.] 

TchSrila. [Lying on cushions, l.] Monsieur Maurice? He 
has not come to see me, you may be sure, but my mistress, Mme. 
Van Ruremonde. Tell him that madame is not at home; that 
she has gone to drive in the Bois de Boulogne, aud that he will 
find her there — if he looks long enough. 

Exit Alphonse, c. l. TcufiniTA smokes a moment. Al- 
phonse re-enters. 

Tchirita. [l.] Well? 

Alphonse, [c.] He is waiting. He says he hd.s called to see 
you, and not madame. 

Tchirita. Well, he may come in. 

Exit Alphonse, c. l. Enter Maurice, c. l. 

Maurice. Good morning, Tchdrita. [c., crossing to fire- 
place, K.] 

Tchirita. Good morning. Monsieur de Preuil. Will you smoke? 
Madame has no objection ; indeed, she sometimes goes so far as 
to set the example. 

Maurice. [Leaning on mantel-piece.'] Yes ; I remember. 

Tchirita. But, if you smoke, smoke anything but one of those 
cigarettes at your elbow. 

Maurice. [Holding up cigarette.] And why not one of these? 

Tchirita. Because I made them — long ago, at home — after a 
certain fashion that I learned there. 

Maurice. Ah? In Java I [n. n. at fireplace.] 

Tchirita. [On cwsAjons.] Yes, in Java. And the smoking of 
one would cause you some sliglit annoyance. 
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Maurire. [S'milinjf ] Death, for instance. Death, long 
drawn out, in fearful agony I 

Trherita. No, nothing so terrible. 

Maurice. And what would happen, then, to the impmdent 
smoker of your cigarette from Java? 

Tchirita, Nothing worse than an irresistible impulse to speak 
the truth, the whole truth, whether he would or no. If he 
carried iii his heart a secret never to be told, he would begin by 
tellini; that. Nothing could stop him, not even fear, not even 
etiquette ! He must speak, come w’hat may I [ J/aurtce replaces 
cigarette on mantel-piece.'] You don’t believe me? 

Maurice. yShrugging shoulders.] Oh, yes 1 

Tchirita. It’s all very well to say, “Oh, yes.” You don’t 
believe me 1 

Maurice. I believe that your cigarettes are made of the dried 
leaves of a kind of Indian hemp — otherwise known as hashish. 

I believe that smokers of hashish are in danger of speaking 
freely, and that it may happen to any one of us, so speaking, to 
speak the truth All this I can readily believe. 

Tchirita. All this and no more ! Well, take one of my cigar- 
ettes, and your first words will be to tell me that you love my 
mistress. 

Maurice. I need not smoke a cigarette to tell you that, for 
It 1.S quite true that I love her-*- madly, blindly. And therefore 
I am a desperate niau ! 

Tchirita. A desperate man ! Why? i 

Maurice. Because to-day we must part — forever! I have I 
come to take my leave. yCrossing c.] 1 

'Jehirita. To take your leave? 

Maurice. Of her — and of you. Of you first, as it so happens. 
Tchirita, we are good friends, are we not? 

Tchirita. 'fho best of friends 1 But you mean to leave Paris? 

Maurice. Yes. 

Tchirita. Why? 1 

Maurice. Because 1 must. [(S'ttttiiflr on ottoman, c.] I 

Tchirita. Why must? 

Maurice. I have known Mme. Van Ruremoude four months. 

You have seen me here as a man of leisure, leading, all this time, 
the life she leads with her fortune of thirty millions ; and you 
have thought me, I suppose, rich. Immensely rich. 

Tchirita. I hiivc never thought much about it ; but I admit 
that I might have thought so. 

Maurice. Exactly ; and you would have been utterly wrong. 

The day I first came here I was on the point of sailing for 
America to risk my small property in busine.ss. I was going, as 
I tell you, but I saw Mme. Van Ruremonde, and to see her once 
more I said, “ 1 ’ll wait until to-morrow.” When to-morrow 
came, I waited till the day after; from that to the next, and so 
on, day after day, until four months have come and gone; four 
months, each one of which has cost me twenty thousand francs ; 
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and as I had but little more than eighty thousand to start 
with — 

. Tchirita. Twenty thousand francs a month I 

Maurice. Yes, on my soul! It’s terribly expensive in Paris 
to lead the life of a Bataviau heiress, — a widow, whose yellovv 
old nabob of a husband has mercifully died before he spent his 
thirty millions. I ’m ruined, but I don’t regret it. 

Tch4rita, for four long months I have not left her side ; for four 
months of intoxicating rapture I have breathed the atmosphere 
of perpetual delight, iu which her fortune and her beauty have 
their being. She is fond of drawing, she allowed me to give her 
lessons, and it cost me only eighty thousand francs ! A bargain, 
Tch6rita, a bargain ! If this glimpse of Paradise had melted 
away in a fortnight, I would have paid the same price without a 
murmur ! 

Tchirita. And so yon have nothing left? 

Maurice. Oh, yes. I have just enough to pay my passage. 

Tchirita. But did n’t you say something just now about loving 
my mistress? 

Maurice. Of course I did 1 

Tchirita. Well, then, why not stay — and marry her? 

Maurice. Marry her? 

Tchirita. Yes. 

Maurice. \_Shaking his head, sitting again.'] No, Tch6rita, no ! 
It ’s quite impossible. 

Tchirita. She has had offers iu plenty, but she has turned a 
deaf ear to them all; that is, to all but three. We still have you 
upon our hands ; you and Monsieur Du Mousquet — ugly little 
wretch! — and Middelbourg, the banker. Now, they come here 
only to be laughed at ; but you — 

Maurice. No, no, Tcherita! I shall never marry Mme. Van 
Ruremonde ; for, to do that, I must tell her first that I love her, 
and the moment I speak she will say, “You are poor, you want 
my money ! ” [ Tchirita starts, as if understanding him for the first 
time.] If she does not say this, she is sure to think it sooner or 
later. No; if our marriage were ever to be thought of, it could 
only be — 

Tchirita. It could only be? — 

Maurice. By a complete inversion of our social laws, — by a 
proposal from Mme. Van Ruremonde to me, instead of from me 
to her. 

Tchirita. Oh ! 

Maurice. And as It is more than likely that I should disap- 
prove of so eccentric a proceeding on her part, my only way out 
of it is to go. • 

Tchirita. I see you do not love her. 

Maurice. \_Soherly — rising and crossing to r., back to c ] I 
love her with all my heart! But my love has not driven out my 
honesty, and I have still a grain of common-sense. I have lived 
the four happiest mouths of my life. I knew beforehand that 
the end would come. W ell, it has come I 
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Enter Alphonse, c. l. 

Alphonse. Monsieur Mlddelbourg, Monsieur le Baron du 
Mousquet. [Comes down to l. c. for nnrgile.~\ 

Tcherita. [To Maurice.^ Your two rivals ! I have a message 
for them which they will hardly find amusing ; will you stay and 
hear it? [.BIstagr.] 

Maurice. No ; I have promised to look after Mme. Van Rure- 
monde’s costume for the ball at the Elysee. I had almost for- 
gotten it. 

Tcherita. \_Pointing to door, L.] You can go that way ; but 
you will come back? 

Maurice. [^Qoing, l.] Oh, yes. I have made up my mind to 
go, but I need not run. 

Tchirita. Au revoir, then. 

Maurice. Au revoir. [Exit Maurice, l. d. s. b. Alphonie has 
taken nargile to table at back, l., and stands at back, c.] 

Tchirita. [To Alphonse. Sitting on Ottoman.'^ Show the gen- 
tlemen in. 

Exit Alphonse, c. l. Enter Du Mousquet, c. l. 

Du Mousquet. Ah, Tch6rita, is that you? [Crossing down r.] 

Tcherita. Yes, Baron. 

Enter Middelboukg, c. l. 

Middelbourg. Good morning, Tch6rita. [Crossing down ' l.'\ 

Tchirita. Good morning, Monsieur Middelbourg. Sit down, 
both of you. [Sits on divan, c. Mousquet sits u., Middelbourg L.j 
I have an important message from my mistress, that will give 
pleasure, I am sure, to one of you two gentlemen. 

Du Mousquet. [r., seated in arm-chair.'] To one, eh? 

Tchirita. [c., on ottoman.] Yes. 

Middelbourg. [Ij., seated in chair] Which one? 

Tchirita. Ah ! That I don’t know. 

Dm Mousquet. But that ’s just what you ought to know ! 

Tchirita. You both love my mistress? 

Du Mousquet and Middelbourg. [Hands on hearts.] Ah ! 

Tchirita. You are both ready to marry her? 

Du Mousquet and Middelbourg. [Spring up.] Ahl [They sit, 
as before.] 

Tchirita. And she is ready to marry one of you !. 

Middelbourg. One of us, eh ? 

Tchirita. Yes. 

Du Mosquet. Which one? 

Tchirita. Ah 1 I don’t know. 

Middelbourg. Yes, but you ought to know! 

Tchirita. It may surprise you to find that my mistress has 
dismissed all her admirers except yourselves — 

Middelbourg. [l., seated] Not at alll It doesn’t surprise 
me in the least. 


Digitized by Goog le | 


A CIGARETTE FROM JAVA. 


9 


Du MousquH. [n., seated.'] Not one atom ! I quite expected it. 

Tchirila. [c., on ottoman.] As you maybe aware, she came 
to Paris with a resolution never to marry again ; yet her house 
swarmed with suitors, tali and short, young and old, rich and 
poor. Little by little, her decision was made known to them. 
For the discreet, a hint was quite enough ; to the more obtuse, 
we spoke more plainly, till at last we are rid of them all, — all but 
you. For, in spite of our contempt, laughter, iusult even, you 
are still left clinging to your prey ! 

Middelbourg. Eh? 

Du Movsquet. I beg your pardon — 

Tcherita. Of course this heroic perseverance could not fail to 
win her heart. 

Du Mousquet. [liising and sitting again.] Ah 1 

JUIdddbourg. \^Hising and sitting again.] Exactly! 

Tcherita. Uufortuu.itely, it is out of her power to marry both 
of you; to prefer one to tlie other seems impossible. 

itiddelbourg and Du Mousquet. Ou the contrary, I 

should say — [ They stare at each other and sit.] 

Tcherita. Quite impossible. Hy different means you have pro- 
duced upon her mind the same impression. She Ihas tiierefore 
determined to marry the one who is best able to put his love for 
her to the proof. 

Du Mousquet. To the proof? 

Tcherita. Yes. 

Du Mousquet. What proof? 

Tcherita. \_Bising and going up C.] I’ll show you In a 
moment. 

Middelbourg. ^Rising.] And is the test a hard one? 

Tcherita. Not in the least, — the simplest thing In the world; 
yet when It is done, }'ou will have given Mme. Vau Rurcmonde 
the strongest proof of love that any mail can give to any woman. 

Middelbourg. ICrossing to l. c.] The strongest proof of love? 
Well, what is It? I give It up. 

Du Mousquet. [Rising and crossing to n. C.] So do I. 

Tchirita. Wait! [To door at back.] You shall not wait long. 
[Exit c. to L.] 

Du Mousquet. [Dorenu. c. front.] It ’s very odd, for, do you 
know, I have been thinking that, next to me, madame rather 
preferred Maurice de Preuil to — 

Middelbourg. [l. c. front] Just what I was going to say: 
if she quarrelled with me she would choose Maurice and not — 

Du Mousquet. And so you turn out to be my first, last, and 
only rival ! 

Middelbourg. My very words ! “ Du Mousquet,” I said, “ my 

first, last, and only rival!” 

Du Mousquet. I can’t get over it ! 

Middelbourg. No more can I! 

Du Mousquet. For if between me and my soul’s idol you are 
*he only obst.aclc — 
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Middelbourg. And If you, too, are the first, last, and only — 

Du Mousquet. Why, I rather flatter myself— \_Setting shirt- 
collar couceitedlyA Ahem! [Crosses to L.] 

Middelbourg. [iStawe.] My very expression I Ahem! \_Crosses 
to u.] 

Du Mousquet. But one thing worries me : that devilish proof 

Middelbourg. Yes, that cursed proof! 

Du Mousquet. What the devil is it? 

Middelbourg. The simplest thing in the world ! 

Du Mousquet. The strongest proof of love that any man can 
give to any woman 1 It can’t have anything to do with those 
cigarettes — 

Middelbourg. Those cigarettes from Java? 

Du Mousquet. For if that’s all, I don’t care \_snapping fingers'^ 
that ! [ Crosses to ii.] 

Middelbourg. [/Same.] No more do I — that! [ Crosses to L. ] 

Du Mosquet. [r. c.] I’ll smoke one — tsvo — three — if she 
likes, and after every puff I ’ll swear I love her for herself, and 
not her fortune! 

Middelbourg. [l. c.] And I ’ll smoke ten — twenty — thirty — 
and swear at every breath I love her for her fortune, and not — 
No, no, the other way round ! 

De-enter TcukRiXA with Alphonse, c. l. The latter brings 
tray, with two glasses of water and sugar-bowl. They 
come down to r. c.] 

Du Mousquet. Ah ! Now we shall know ! 

Tchirita. \^Moving forward small table to v,. front.~\ Here, on 
this little table. \^Alphonse puts down tray.] Now those chairs. 
\_Alphonse places chairs ii. and l. of table.'] That w'ill do. [^Exit 
Alphonse, c. l.] And now — 

Middelbourg, [l. of table, R. C.] Now? 

Tchirita. [^Behind table.] Oh, it ’s very easy — you will see. 
First, sit down. [^Middelbourg and Du Mousquet sit k. and L. of 
table.] Then take, each, one of these two glasses, drink, and 
the one who, in a quarter of an hour, is still alive shall be the 
happy bridegroom. 

Middelbourg. [l. of table.] What! 

Tchirita. [Behind table] You didn’t understand me? Ah, 
I see ! I am a foreigner, I can’t always find the riglit w'ord. 
I ’ll try again, slowly, very slowly. These two glasses have been 
— prepared — by me. 

Du Mousquet. [b. of table, seated.] By you? 

Tchirita [Behind table, seated.] Yes. 

Du Mousquet. [Shivering.] B-r-r — 

Tchirita. You will drink one, each of you. 

Du Mousquet and Middelbourg. Yes. 

Tchirita. And the one who lives a quarter of an hour shall 
marry my mistress and her thirty millions in a week. Do you 
understand now? Do I speak plainly? 
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Du MomqtiH. Not very, but we ’ll try to make It do. 

Tcherila. And, you see, It ’s very easy — 

MulcMB'iurg. [l of table.'] Oh, very! So, in one of these 
precious glasses — there Is — there is — br-r-r — [NAtperuig.] 
Tcherita. [Behind table.] Yes, exactly. 

Middelbourff. [l. of table ] Prepared by you? 

TchSrita. Yes. I was born In Java, you know — 

Du Mousquet. [r. of table.] We know. And in the other 
glass ? 

TchSrita. Oh, in the other there is nothing, nothing at all. 
Middelbourg and Du Mousquet. Ah I [They rise and walk , 
sloxcly round table, changing places.] 

Du Mousquet. [l. of table.] Very odd! I thought I liked 
this one better — 

Middelbourg. [k. of tahie.J But now it ’s the other one 1 
TchSrita. [No/(ly.] Will you take sugar? [Du Mousquet 
shivers.] 

Middr Ibourg. Eh ? 

TchSrita. I said, “Will you take sugar?” Don’t you under- 
stand ? 

Du Mousquet. It ’s all a joke. Come, now, say It is a joke ! 
TchSrita. I have obeyed madame’s orders. I can say no more, 
no less. [ Up c.] 

Du Mousquit. Why, then, it is a joke I Of course it is ! 

Carriage heard off n. 

TchSrita. [c.] Madarae’s carriage ! [Looking off h. c.] Ah, 
here she comes. You can ask her. 

Middelbourg. [r.] I would rather smoke a cigarette — 

Du Mousquet. Much rather! [Crosses to l. h.] 

Enter Rkoina, c., from i.. 

Itegina. Good morning, Baron. Monsieur Middelbourg. [2b 
TchSrita, who takes cloak, etc.] Well, is all over? 

TchSrita. [l. c.] No, madaine, not yet. 

Begina. [it. c.] Not yet? What — they did not drink? [7b 
Du Mousquet and Midd- lbourg, reproachfully.] You did not driuk? 
[i>M Mousquet and Middelbourg stand sheepishly, without reply ] 
TchSrita. [l. c.] No, madaine. 

Begina. [u c.l Then it is cold, and that will spoil it. 

Du Mousquet. [Eagerly, l. H ] Ah, when it ’s cold — 

Begina. [Quickly.] The effect is the same, precisely. But 
the flavor will be ruined. Tchfirlta will tell you so. 

TchSrita. Quite ruined, yes, madame. [Exit TchSrita, c. to l., 
teiih cloak, gloves, etc. Begina comes down c.] 

Du Mousquet. Come, now, my dear Mme. Van Ruremonde — 
Begina. Come? Come where? [Coming down in front of 
ottoman.] 

Dti Mousquet. [l.] Yon can’t really mean — 

Begina. [c., in front of ottoman.] Most certainly I do. 
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Have n’t you sworn a hundred times you were ready to die for 
me? 

Middelbovrg. [r.] No, I swore that ! 

Dti MomqnH. [i..] We both swore it 1 

Kegina. Well, now is the time ! 

Du. MousquH. But you don’t understand. I was to die if it 
would make you happy. So I will, with pleasure. But suppose 
I take one of these glasses, and take the wrong one. In that 
case you would marry — 

Regina. [LooAing at Middelhourg.'] Yes, I suppose so. \_Mid- 
delbourg smiles.'] 

Du Movsqnet. \ Emphatically.] I know him weli, madame. 
You couid never be happy with him ! 

JUiddelbourg. Just what I was saying; he has taken the words 
out of my mouth. rUhowing glasses.] Suppose I were to take 
the wrong one and I were to — no, he were to ^ if we both were 
to — it wouid only be to make you miserable. Perish the thought 
of it! 

Regina, [c.] You agree with the Baron, then? 

JUiddelbourg. {^Taking her apart, R. front.] A word in yonr 
ear : he ’s no baron ! He calls himself the Baron du Mousquet, 
but he ’s no baron, and his name ’s Mosquito. If you marry him 
you will be plain Mme. Mosquito! 

^ Regina. yDraxcing away.] Excuse me — I — [Back toe.] 

Du Mousquet. [Taking her apart, L. front.] What did he say 
Jto you? 

Regina. Nothing of any consequence. 

Dn Mousquet. [j^side.] Look out for him ! he ’s a reprobate. 
I know him, — a reprobate. Marry him and you’ll be the wife 
of a reprobate. You ought to do better with your nice little 
property. 

Middelbourg. [r., who has been examining glasses ] The more 
I think of it, the more unlikely it seems — you are so kind-hearted 
— Mosquito will bear witness — 

Du Mousquet. [l.] Mosquito? 

Middelbourg. [r.] Du Mousquet! I mean Du Mousquet! 
He will bear witness to your kindness of he.art. This preposter- 
ously barbaric idea is not yours, but Tch^rita’s, I ’ll be sworn. 

Du .Mousquet. [l,.] So will I ! 

Middelhourg. [r.] What more can you expect from a wretched 
Oceauican, a native of Java? 

Du Mousquet. Java, the land of poisonous potations ! 

Middelbourg. She wants to advertise her wares. 

Du Mousquet. Yes, to sell her mother’s cookery. 

Regina, [c.] It is quite true that, but for Tch^rita, this idea 
would never have occurred to me. 

Middelbourg. Tliink of the risk you are running. What if we 
carry out the plan ? 

Du Mousquet. Wliat if, hearkening only to the voice of love, 
we drink your fearful beverage ? 
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Xiddelbotirg. What if one of us shonld fall cold, stark, rigid, 
at your feet? 

Regina. [/SAadderlng.] Oh! 

Middelbourg. [^Ttiumphant.'] Well, what then? 

Regina. IChanging Cone ; sits on ottoman.'] 1 should have him 
removed. 

Du Mousqriet. Removed ! But the consequences I They would 
be anything but remote. Rumor would spread her airy pinions, 
the iron hand of Justice would thunder at your portal ! 

Regina. [Laughing.] It should be thrown open, I assure you, 
and if Justice chose to come in, 1 should know how to receive 
her. 

JUiddelbourg. What would you do? 

Regina. I should merely call for Tch6rlta. [Callinsr.] Tch6- 
rital [Crosses down k. of table, Du Mousquet up l. c. Enter 
Tchirita c. L.] 

Tchirita. Madame? [Coming down on t.. of table.] 

Regina. [At table, to Du Mousquet and Middelbourg.] It’s 
very easy; you will seel Tchirita, take one of these glasses. 
The gentlemen have not touched them, I believe. 

Tchirita. No, indeed, madame; I ’ll answer for that. 

Regina. Then take one, givq me the other, and now — [ They 
dnnfc.l There! 

Du Mousquet and Middelbourg. Oh 1 

Regina. [Crosses to l.] I was quite right about the flavor; it ^ 
is utterly ruined. [To front.] 

Du Mousquet. [ Crosses to l. of table.'] Madame ! 

Regina, [l. c.] Well, will the iron hand of Justice reach me 
now? 

Middelbourg. [r. of table.] Yon were laughing at us 1 

Regina. fL- c.l Whose fault is it? I should have been forced 
to marry you both had you dared to trust me ; but Tchirita was 
sure you would not dare. 

Tchirita. And you see that I was right, madame. 

Du Mousquet. Oh, very well, very well! There is but one 
thing left for us to do. 

Middelbourg. [Going up round to i..] A nd that is to make way 
for De Preull ! 

Regina. [iStarfinfir.] Monsieur de Preull ! 

Du Mousquet. [l. of Regina.] You see we understand yon. 

Middelbourg. [c., u. of Regina.] Yes, your trick was very 
cj ever ; and to prove that I bear no malice, I ’ll give you a bit of 
a dvice. If you take pity on Monsieur de Prenil, do so before it 
is too late, — he ’s nearly ruined I 

Du Mousquet. Poor fellow! To run through his whole prop- 
erty in four months merely to pass for a rich man 1 

Regina. To pass for a rich man ? 

Middelbourg. No doubt from the purest of motives! 

Du Mousquet. Oh, yes, — the purest of motives! 

Regina. Ah I 
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Middelhourg . [At door c ] Marry him, by all means, — and 
the sooner the better 1 [Du Mousquet follows ; he stands aside to 
let him pass.] Why did n’t you drink. Mosquito? 

Du Mousquet. My dear fellow, I was only waiting for you. 

They go out c. as if in conversation. 

Begina. [On Ottoman.'^ What Impertinence 1 Tch6rltal 
Trhirita. [r., seated on chair.] Madame? 

Begina. Am I not the most miserable of women? 

Tchirita. That depends — 

Begina. I tell you thatl am so I 
Tchirita. It may be ; but — 

Begina. I insist upon your agreeing with me. 

Tchirita. [k., rising and standing in front of table.] Very 
well, madame. You are the most miserable of womeu. 

Begina. [Seated on ottoman.] And there Is no help for It! I, 
of all others, am never to be loved I The poorest beggar in the 
streets Is better off than I am. She may listen to her lover, she 
need not doubt him ; he does not want her fortune, for she has 
none. But because my husband. Monsieur Van Kuremonde, 
made thirty millions in Batavia and left them all to me, I am 
never to be happy — never, never, never! If I enter a ball- 
room, everybody whispers, “Here come thirty millions!” If I 
pass in the street, the whisper follows me, “There go thirty 
millions ! ” And If some one ventures to observe that I have 
•beside a heart and soul, the answer is always ready, “ Oh, yes, a 
heart and soul ! But what are they to thirty millions? ” Thirty 
millions ! Thirty curses, from which there is no escaping ! [.Be- 
gina rises and crosses to l.] 

Tchirita. [R- C ] Oh, yes, there is one way — 

Begina. [l. c.] What way? 

Tcliirita. You are not compelled by law to keep this fortune. 
You can easily dispose of it. 

Begina. [c ] Do what? 

Tchirita. Dispose of it ! 

Begina. Of my fortune? 

Tchirita. Certainly ; give it away, or — 

Begina. Oh, no ! Not that way ! 

Tchirita.. [Shrugging shoulders.] Ah! 

Begina. What! You were in earnest? Why, it is utterly 
absurd. 

Tchirita. Not absurd, but I admit it is — 

Begina. It is absurd, I tell you ! Absurd ! I insist upon your 
saying that it is absurd ! 

TciUrita. [Crossing and going up and down L.] Very well, 
madame, it is absurd ! [ Up R.] 

Begina. [Crosses to R. front.] Of course it is ! [After pause.] 
Tchirita ! 

Tchirita. [Down l.] Madame. 

Begina. [r., seated at R. of table.] About Maurice — Monsieur 
de Preull. You heard what they said of him — ? 
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Tchirita. [Coming to hack of ottoman.'] Yes, madame; they 
said — 

Begin a. [ Violently.] What was not true, as you know very 
well. Say that it was false ! 

Tchirita. No, madame, it was true. 

Regina. Tch6rital I insist — 

Tchirita. Perfectly true ! 

Regina. [Sitting k ] He has flung away his whole property, 
in four months, to deceive me? 

Tchirita. He has flung away his property, but not to deceive 
you. 

Regina. Then why? 

Tchirita. [Leaning on ottoman at hack of it.] Simply because 
the life you lead is not to be led few nothing, and he chose to lead 
it, if only for four months. Monsieur Maurice loved you at first 
sight. 

Regina. [Bitterly, seated n. of table.] I know, I knowl None 
can see me and not love me ! The old story I 

Tchirita. You were fabulously rich; he, poor. His first 
thought was to forget you, to go ; but as he loved you — 

Regina. He stayed. They all do ! They want to go. but they 
stay. Go on, Tch6rita, go on. He wanted to go, he stayed ! 

Tchirita. “Why not live happy while I can,” he said, “and 
go afterwards, when I and my money have parted?” 

Regina And his last sou is gone, his last centime! and in 
return, he has the remembrance of a few days passed in my 
society I 

Tchirita. Yes, madame 

Regina. [ Rising and crossing to L.] A very pretty tale ! When 
did he tell it to you? 

Tchinta. [Gets round on n. side of ottoman.] Here, a moment 
ago. 

liegina. And a moment hence, he will come back, I suppose, 
to find the tale has been repeated, to throw himself at my feet, 
and play his final scene ! 

Tchirita. No, madame; he will come back, but only to tell 
you he is going ; and he will go ! 

Regina. Go? Kidiculous ! You can’t believe it I You don't 
believe it 1 I insist upon your not believing it ! 

Tchinta. But I do believe it, madame 1 
Ri gina. He will throw himself at my feet, I tell you — 
Tchirita. Just what I told him to do, madame; but he said, 
“ If I tell her of my love, she will say, ‘ Ah, yes, — my fortune ! ’ ” 
[Corning down front of ottoman.] 

Regina. [Sighing.] Ah, yes, — my fortune! 

Tchirita. You see he was right. “ And if our marriage were 
ever to be thought of, it could only be by a complete inversion 
of our social laws, — by a proposal from Mine. Van Ruremonde 
to me, instead of iVom me to her 1 ” 

Regina. [Shaiply.] What? 
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Tchirita. And then he said, “It is more than likely that I 
should disapprove of her doing so.” 

Re.gina, He dared say that ! 

Tcherita. Yes, madatne. 

Eegina. [Fnriovs.] Well, why does n’t he come? What is 
he waiting for? Let him come 1 Oh, let him come I 

Alphonse. {^Enters c. i..] Monsieur Maurice de Preuil. 

Eegina. [ Crosses lo R ] Ah I 

Tdierita. [Fol/otcs her and crosses, k.] O madame — 

Regina. [Stamping /oot.] Silence! [To Alphonse.'] Tell 
him to come in — immediately! [Exit Alphonse, c. i.-] It is time 
for the fifth act of his clever comedy, on ottoman ] 

Enter Maurice, c. l., with roll of paper in his hand. 

Maurice. [Down l.] Madame — 

Regina. [Eercously, with forced calmness.] Is this true, mon- 
sieur? Tcherita tells me you are going — 

Maurice, [l. below Regina.] Yes. It is true. 

Regina. To America, to seek your fortune? 

Maurice. Yes, madame. 

Regina. And when are you going? 

Maurice. To-day. I take the night express for Havre and 
sail to-morrow morning. 

Regina. To-day? You can’t wait? 

Maurice. That would be impossible. 

R< gina. Ab.sointely impossible? 

Maurice. Absolutely. 

Regina. And you come to tell me of it at the last moment. 
I see. You knew I should be sorry, and you wished my sorrow 
to be short-lived. Thank you. What’s that in your hand? 

Maurice. [Bewildered.] In my hand? 

R<gina. Yes, I said so. It was very indiscreet in me to 
ask ; you need not answer. 

Mautice. Indiscreet? On the contrary ! You wanted a cos- 
tume of the last century for the ball on Saturday. 

Regina. [On ottoman.] You are not going to the ball, I sup- 
pose? 

Maurice. [Standing, u ] No, I shall not be there. I have 
brought two or three old prints to help you about the costume. 
[Han ds package. ] 

Regina. And so you think of me to the last. My regret is all 
the greater; but as you start to-day you must have a thousand 
things to do ; don’t let me detain you. Good morning ! 

Maurice. Good morning, madame ! [Goes up a little, -l h.] 

Regina. Life is long, and since the invention of steam the 
world has grown narrow. We must hope to meet again some 
day — or another. 

Mautice. Yes, we must hope so. Good by, Tcherita — 
[Bowing low.] Madame! 
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Begina. Good by, Monsieur de Preull. 

Exit Mauuice, c. l. 

Regina. \^Dropping roll of prints.} He has gone ! 

Tcherita. [^Rising and going np and looking off l. c.] Well, 
you received him so graciously — 

Regina. Nonsense ! He will come back. 

Tcherita. {^Looking off i,. at hark.} There he goes across the 
court-yard — and out at the door ! It does not look as if — 
Regina. [ Very much excited ] Send Alphonse to bring him 
back, quick. Tell him to run ! 

Tcherita. Yes, madame. [^Exit Tcherita, c. l.] 

Regina [Crossing and Bitting on cushions, front.} I repeat 
It, I am indeed the most miserable of women 1 [Re-enter Tche- 
rita ] Tcherita ! 

Tchirita. [ To L. c ] Madame. 

Regina, [l.] I love him! 

Tcherita. Yes; I know it 

Regina. He is the man of all others I would have chosen. 
Tcherita. And what is more, he loves you — he adores j'ou ! 
Oh, but for that, I would never have dared — 

Regina. And he has gone, he has left me — 

Tcherita. No, madame, he is here. [Goes up and down l.] 

£nfer Maurice, c. l. ; Regina rises; Ten fiiiiTA picAs u^> 
roll of prints and gels round behind cushions to l. 
front. 

Regina. [ 1 .. front, much embarrassed.} Monsieur 1 
Maurice, [Koicn «o R c.] Madame — 

Regina. [Aside to Tcherita.} What shall I say to him? 
Tcherita. [Aside to Regina.} I have n’t an idea in ray head ! 
Regina, [l c.] Monsieur — 

Maurice, [r. c.] Madame — 

Regina. [Seeing roll of prints in Tcherita's hand} Ah! 
[5!natcAes it.} I have been looking over these prints — these 
prints you were good enough to bring me. [Unrolls pachaye.} 
They are very clever and very suggestive, but there is not a 
'single costume I can we^. I want an original drawing. Now, 
you draw so well — 

Maurice. And so do you, madame. [r. c., in front of otto- 
man.} 

Regina, [i.. c., in front of ottoman.} Oh, no; I draw shock- 
ingly, — shockingly, as you have often told me — 

Maurice. What ! 

Regina. [With increasing emotion and tenderness.} Have you, 
forgotten it? You were very severe, — too severe, perhaps, — for 
I am no better than a spoiled child. At school, I used to draw 
pictures that were hideous, and everybody admired them. And 
now, I goon — drawing more pictures — still hideous, and still 
admired — because — because — I’m a spoiled child, you see. 
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and when you correct my faults you mnst not speak too harshly ; 
you must remember — and forget — 

Maurice. \^Moved — R. c.] Madame — 

Hegina. [l. c.] Well? [^Tcherita site on cushions, 

Maurice. \_Pecotering himself.'} I don’t agree with you. I 
think you draw well, very well indeed. 

Regina. You say that to escape the costume, I suppose; and 
yet you have time to make the drawing, as you are to wait for the 
night express 

Tcherita. [l. on cushions.'} There is a mail train, too, at mid- 
night. 

Maurice. So there is 1 

Regina. Well, then — I may never wear the costume — who 
knows if I shall have the heart when you are gone? But it 
does n’t matter — I want the drawing 
Maurice, [r. c.] Give me the prints. I will go home — 
Regina. [Quickly, L. c.] No, no, you mustn’t go! Here! 
You can work here ! I can’t think of your going. 

Maurice. Madame 1 

Regina. [Giving prints.} You will find everything you want 
in my studio — pencils, brushes, everything. Will you try? 
Maurice. [Eagerly} Willi — ? [Stops short.} 

Regina. I beg your pardon 1 

Maurice.. [Coldly} I will do my best to please you, Madame 
Van Ruremonde [Exit r. h. d. 3d e.] 

Regina. [ Up and dotcn stage, excitedly.] And you tell me this 
man loves me, Tcli6rita? It is not true, — he never loved me 1 
Tcherita. [ lUsing.} He loves you at this moment. 

Regina. Then why doesn’t he tell me so? It ’s not for lack of 
opportunity; I did my best to give him one just uow. 

Tcherita. [l.] He loves you, but he will never confess it; he 
loves you — but he will go 1 

Regina, [i..] Go? He sha’n’t go! I won’t hear of it — I 
won’t have it! Think of some way to detain him. [Tchirita 
laughs.} Well, why not? There must be a way, aud it shall be 
found ! 

Tcherita. There is one way, of course. 

Regina, [n.] What one? 

Tcherita. [l.] Propose to him, yourself. 

Regina. What, in so many words, “ Don’t go, I love you ”? 
Tcherita. Y es. 

Regina. What madness 1 The thing is unheard of 1 
Tcherita. It will detain him, for all that. 

Regina. You forget his own words, “It Is more than likely I 
should disapprove.” 

Tcherita. No; he will approve, if you only do as I tell you. 
Regina. [Rushing to her, c ] Tell me, then, at once. Quick ! 
Don’t make me ask a second time. 

Tcherita. [l. c.] You have not smoked your cigarette to-day : 
why not take oue now, as you always do after your drive, — one 
of miue ! 
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Begina. [r. c.] Ah I you really believe In them? 

Tchirita. Try them yourself! \_Crosses, •&., to fireplace.'] 
Begina. [Aside.] Who knows? I might speak, and if I told 
him all, he could not blame me I [Aloud, resolutely.] Give me 
one, Tch6rita, — I will try ! [Crosses to l.] 

Tchirita. [Crossing to mantel-piece, n,] Here, madame, here. 
[Crosses to l. viith cigarettes on tray, lights taper and cigarette.] 
Begina. [Taking cigarette and sitting on cushions, i..] Yon 
know I have n’t the smallest particle of faith — 

Tchirita. Wait till you have tried ! 

Begina. [Smoking.] Not in the least strong. 

Tchirita. [Beplacing tray on mantel-piece.] No, madame; they 
are very mild, — and quite harmless. 

Begina. Utterly so, as you will see. 

[Ichirita stands, l., behind Begina. Enter Maurice, r., viith 
paper in his Aand.] 

Maurice, [r.] I have made a rough sketch, madame — 
Begina. [Smoking.] Ah! here he comes! 

Tchirita. [Aside to Begina.] You won’t say that you dislike 
him, at all events ! . 

Begina. [Aside to Tchirita.] Who can tell? 

Maurice. [Grossing to i..] A rough sketch, and I came to 
ask — [Hands sketch to Begina, who laughs at ti.] I beg your 
pardon, I came to ask you — [Begina laughs again. To Tchi- 
rita, who has crossed to c., aside.] What’s the matter with her? 

Tchiritg. [Aside to Maurice.] She is smoking one of the ciga- 
rettes I told you of. 

Maurice. [Aside to Tchirita.] Your infernal drugs? There’s 
no danger, you are sure ? [ Tchirita reassures him with a look.] 
Begina. [ Who has been looking at sAetcA.] This is too absurd ! 
Keally, you draw no better than 1 do ! 

Maurice. Eh? 

Tchirita. [r. of Maurice.] The truth, the whole truth, 
remember. 

Begina. [Throwing down sketch.] Hideous! [To Maurice.] 
So you are going away? 

Maurice. [ To Tchirita.] She can hear what we are saying? 
Tchirita. Yes, without remembering a w’ord of it. 

Begina. I shall remember everything. [Sinks into trance; 
Tchirita takes cigarette.] 

Tchirita. [Back of Begina.] See! It has done its work! 
Whatever is foremost in her thoughts, whatever weighs upon 
her heart, must now be told. 

Begina. Yes, it must be told ! So, you are going, convinced 
that it is your duty as a man of honor ! 

Maurice, [r. of Begina.] Regina! 

Begina. Strange ! My idea of honor is a very different one. 
It seems to me that after making love to a woman for four 
months — [after pause] — after making her love you — 

Maurice. Regina ! 
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Begina. After leading: her on to trust yon blindly and to think 
her happiness assured, it seems to me your first duty was to 
realize her hopes. I thought that when a man of honor loved 
a woman, to him it mattered little whether she were poor or 
rich. I was all wrong, of course, for you, a man of honor, dis- 
agree with me. You are proud, you fear the world’s opinion, I 
know not what! You insist that I must be the one to speak ! 
Well, be satisfied — I love you! Was that spoken plainly? 
Did you hear it, or must I say again, “ I love you ”? 

Maurice. IKneelingatherfeet '] Oh, Regina! Regina! 

Begina. It is your turn now to answer. If my love is not 
returned, go — go at once ! But If you really love me, stay, — 
stay where you are ! 

Maurice. Regina, I have been a fool, an idiot — 

Tchhita. [i.. behind Begina.'\ Goon, goon! Make it worse 
if you like, she will forget everything. 

Maurice. But I repent and I ask your pardon. I love, I 
adore you ! \_Pointing to TchirUa.1 She knows, she will tell 
you, that I loved you the first time we ever met; and since then 
not a day has passed without adding to my love. 

Tchirita. [Aside.] How he is going on ! All that, without a 
cigarette I 

Maurice. Regina! Hear me — I love you! Ah! [Bisiragr.] 
Help, Tch6rlta ! She has fainted ! 

Tchirita. [l.] It is nothing; she will recover presently, and 
she will never know what you have told her. 

Maurice. Oh, yes ! For I shall tell her over again. 

Tchirita. By all means ! \^Begina opens her eyes and rises.] 
Ah, madame ! 

Begina. What is the matter? What have I been saying? A 
stnvnge dream ! I thought I was suddenly made very happy, 
and — 

Maurice. It was no dream, Regina. 

Begina. Maurice! \_Gives him her hand; he is about to kiss it.'] 
Enter Alphonse, c. l. 

Alphonse. Monsieur Middelbourg and the Baron Du Mousquet. 
Will madame see them? 

Tchirita. Oh, yes, madame, pray see them. I am curious to 
know why they have come back. 

Begina. Show them in. [_Tchirtta crosses to r.] 

Enter Middelbourg and Du Mousquet. 

Middelbourg and Du Mousqet. Madame I {^Maurice, up i..] 

Begina. [c ] You are welcome, messieurs. 

Middelbourg. [Down c. R.] We have been thinking the mat- 
ter over — 

Dm Mousquet. [Down c.] As I was going to say, we have 
been thinking the matter over, and we have come to the conclu- 
sion — 
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Mddelbourg. [r. c.] That it is our duty to try another test 
— those cigarettes from Java 1 

TchArita, laughing, goes up to mantel-piece. 

Du Mousquet. [c.] Yes, the cigarettes that cannot tell a lie. 
'We are ready to smoke them on the spot and show you how 
sincere we are. 

Middelbourg. [r. c.] We both are I 

Tchirita. [Coming down between the gentlemen.'] I accept for 
madame. Here! [Civet a cigarette to each.] But she has been 
imprudent enough to smoke one before you, and has already 
declared her love for Monsieur de Preuil. You see there is no 
hope for you. 

JUiddelbourg. [Laughing.] Imprudent enough to smoke one 
of these cigarettes? 

Du Mousqw-t. [Laughing.] What I One like this? 

Tchirita. Yes. 

JUiddelbourg. [With peal of laughter.] Why, these are Rus- 
sian ! [ Croaiei to l ] 

Du JUousquet. [ Crosses to n. ] We had our suspicions, we stole 
the others and put these in their place. 

Maurice. [Coming down vi. c. to Regina.] What! Then you 
■were awake — and so you — 

Regina. [iSn»tl<ngr, goes to c.] Found it out — yes ! But what 
was I to do? You know you positively insisted — 

Trhirita. [r.] And if the cigarette was Russian, it told the 
truth, monsieur. 

Maurice, [r. c.] Ahl How to prove my love for you? I 
have it — I wish you had sixty millions instead of thirty I 

Regina, [c.] And would you marry me all the same? 

Maurice, [r c.] Without a moment’s hesitation ! 

Middelbnurg and Du Mousquet. [ Together, L, H.] So would I ! 
[Th>g look at each other in disgust.] 

Maurice. Ah I All may venture, but only one can win 1 It is 
for me that the dream becomes reality 1 And to think we owe 
all this to — 

Middilbourg. [Advancing.] Tome! [Holds up cigarette.] 

Du Mousquet. [.Same, coming in front of him.] Yes, to me I 

Regina. Oh, no ! your coin Is counterfeit, we owe you less 
than nothing. 

Middelbourg and Du Mousquet retire with angry gestures. 

Tchirita. To me, perhaps ! 

Regina. Yes, more than we can pay, for ’t is to you 
That all the moral of our play is due. 

[To audience.] Truth in a well lies hid, they say, and yet 
It comes to light — rolled in a cigarette. 

Curtain. 

Middelbouro and Du Mousquet. 

ToHkRiTA, R. Maurice, Regina, c. 
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